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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Went out early this morning, sailing away to 
Samoa, where I heard there had been some trouble, and was likely 
to be Samoa—I mean, some more. Beautiful islands and lovely sea, 
but the natives and the warships were firing away at each other, 
and seemed altogether so busy thatI didn’t like to interrupt. So I 
came away again round by California, where “ all the talk” was of 
the projected new law against caricature cartoons. Crikey! 
What will Mr. Fun do if that sort of thing spreads in his 
direction ? 

OH, DRAW THE LINE! 


When passing a law against drawing cartoons 
The gay Californian begins, 

One grins a big grin, and one murmurs, “ Those coons 
Are painfully thin in the skin.” 

** Give ws no such laws,”’ the pale Britisher begs, 
Why—bless us and save us !—suppose 

That no one dare draw Mr. Balfour's long legs, 
Or Bannerman’s rather short nose! 


Saw the Bar Point-to-Point Steeplechase—Bar accustomed to 
working from point to point, and made avery good show—nobody 
fell on his head, or there might have been a ‘‘ crown case reserved,” 
nor did anyone topple wrong way up down a declivity, that is, 
get “reversed in banc.” Went and saw a jolly good row in the 
Belgian Chamber in the evening. The Parliaments of Europe 
are getting very famous for rows! 


Thursday.—Went and got some Maundy money, also saw a lot 
of Volunteers off for their Easter manceuvres, then went and 
helped H.R.H. open the new Nelson Recreation Grounds. 


_ Friday.—Good Friday. Ate some buns. Sorry. Saw a lot more 
\ olunteers off. Heard some Oratorios. Went and looked at a lot 
of pictures at Tooth’s, then went and looked at a lot more at the 
Clifford Gallery. Spent and had a good time with these. then 
went and welcomed the consignment of ‘‘ loot” just arrived from 
Omdurman. 


Saturday.—Saw a lot more Volunteers off, after which ran round 
to the Zoo to have a look at the new arrival—the Cape Jumping 
Hare—which description only means that he comes from South 
Africa, and not that he is in the habit of leaping over Capes ! 


HI! HI! HIGH! 
Walkup! Walkup! Walkup! And for 
A paralysing sight prepare— 
Here comes, from Afric’s burning shore, 
‘The Celebrated Jumping Hare.” 





It’s passed its days acquiring its 
Particularly agile games, 

By noting how the digger gits 
A-jumping of his neighbours’ claims! 


Took Kruger into Johannesberg and induced him to make some 
promises—whether he can be induced to keep them remains to be 
seen. Saw some cricket and a lot of football—the latter not hurry- 
ing to give way to the former, though time’s up. 


Monday.—Down to Cambridge this morning to set the National 
Union of Teachers going with their Conference. Back to town and 
had a run around the studios to have a look at what's (going to be) 
on the walls—or going to try to be. Saw some nice pictures, but 
was not knocked “all of a heap” by anything. Heard Rhodes 
intends having a band at his place, and ran across to suggest to him 
that he should be in it himself. He’s been banging the big drum 
round the world for a long time now, and ought to be in good 

ractice! Worked round by Vienna in time to see the Oxford 
ootballers have it all their own way in a match with the Venetians. 
Spent a pleasant and quiet time afterwards at Shepherd's Picture 
Gallery and at Maclean’s Spring Show. 


Tuesday.—Took the Bluecoat Boys round to the Mansion House 
to get their guineas, half-crowns, shillings, three-bits, and buns; 
then ran over to see what the trouble was in Canton, and warned 
the natives to mind what they are about. The stupid idiots seem 
to think that their country is their own, and they can do what they 
like with it! Afterwards (disguised as an Irish M.P.) attended the 
Unity Conference. Hum! 

HURROO! 
The Irishmen but could repeat 
That they would be delighted 
Their fellow patriots to meet 
And show themselves united ; 
But those who didn’t stay away 
Found little to their liking— 
Shillelaghs soon got into play— 
The Unity was striking / 
Went and joined a lot of my fellow journalists in’ Rome. Did as 


the Romans did to a considerable extent, and didn’t get home till 
morning. Tue Sporrer. 











lorice.— The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent 4. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


’'Ow ’Arrowin! 
(The Harrow division of Middlesex returned Mr. Irwin Cox by 6 
majority of 1,105 votes over Mr. Corrie Grant on Wednesday last.) 
O! Grant! our hearts would feign be sorry, 
As Harrow wouldn't have you, Corrie, 
Preferring to proclaim her voz 
In favour of that Irwin Coz. 


No. 1,770. 
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SUCH GRIEF. 


a week |!" 


Oo: 




















An Imperfect Landlady. 


Arrer WituraM II.—SvuRNamMED WoORDSWORTH. 


Sree was a realistic fright 

When first she bounced into my sight : 
A lumpy presence, hardly sent 

Into this world for ornament. 

Her eyes were full of fiery glare, 
Flamboyant, too, her random hair. 
Her sleeves in high relief were drawn, 
Showing the arms of season'd brawn : 
A bulky shape to block one’s way, 

To haunt a lodger for her pay. 


I thought, and subsequently knew, 
The lady had some spirits, too: 
Her homely ethics vague and fre: 
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The Female Politician. 
Ox! women, who destroy our ease, 
Whom Dundee Federation sees 


Discussing laws, amending Acts, 
Heedless of economic facts. 


Radical sweetness, Liberal light, 
Charming if not our ears, our sight, 
Questions that make the statesman grey 
You settle in an airy way. 


The plodding male whose brain is slow, 
Before he acts, desires to know. 
Impulsive woman scorns to wait, 

Then knowledge comes—a trifle late. 


Problems that weary us and vex 

The never-ending one of sex, 

Drink and taxation, Home Rule, too, 
Are really quite child’s play to you. 





| That ignorance is bliss, we know, 

And female politicians show 

In all their schemes the happy view 
Which proves the proverb still is true. 


’Mid all this talk 'twere well to pause 
Before you try to mend the laws— 
Speech is of silver, we are told, 

And only silence is pure gold. 


‘* Equitable distribution ’’ seems 

A phrase that savours of bright dreams, 
Too far removed from hard, dull prose 
To medicine our earthly woes. 








Diamond Cut Diamond. 


Uncle.—‘* You young rascal, to pawn 
the gold watch I gave you!” 

Nephew. —*“ But I’ve got 
uncle.”’ 

Uncle.—‘‘ Well, that is certainly a 
redeeming feature in the case.” 

Nephew.—‘'* Watch-case, uncle ?”’ 


| 
| 
; ——— 
| 
' 
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it out, 














| A Little Bit Shaky. 
| I've been in influenza’s grip, 
We wrestled with blow and kick ; 
And, though I fought with a stern lip, 
It fairly knocked me sick; 
I wouldn’t “ givein,’’ yet I was weak, 
But went on with the “ mill,” 
And, though the fiend gave its last 
‘* squeak,”’ 
I’m a little bit shaky still ! 


| I gazed at my prone foe with glee, 
I danced on its ugly face 
| (It didn’t forget to torture me 
In manner uncommonly base) ; 
I sneered at it, jeered at it, 





‘Arriet.—** Would yer ha’ bin sorry, Jim, if I ’ad kicked the bucket when I | And I did it with right good will, 
f wos took bad last month ?” : | But , though, .When fighting, I showed 
Jim.—‘ Sorry! Why, Lor’ luv yer, I'd sooner ‘ave ’ad me grog stopped fer | grit, 


| I’m a little bit shaky still! 














A constant knack of taking treat 
Unask’d—a solitary feat. 

A creature not to be withstood 

On questions of a lodger’s food— 

On transient joints with wasting wile, 
Burnt pans, lost dishes, tartly guile! 


But now I know, from what I've seen, 

The pressure on the poor machine. 

A living of precarious breath, 

From hand to mouth, ’twixt life and death, 
Her rent infirm ; her “ little bill” 

Too apt to lie unsettled still. 

A widow woman forced to stand 

Alone, unfriended in the land. 

A truely realistic fright, 


Pes ” se ¢ e , : , 
But not without a woman’s right 
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Uncomplimentary. | 


Mr. Stuckup.—‘‘ Why, it’s yearssince | 
I’ve seen you, Miss Rood. I haven't | 
altered much, have I ?’’ 

Miss Rood.— ‘* No, I’m sorry to say! ” 


= | 














The New Convention. 


France and Britain both agree, 
Not from love and charity, 
But ‘‘ economic parity,” 

Wonderful invention. 
Afric soon will measured be, | 
Scored and marked from sea to sea, 
France’s portion fronting three, 

By the New Convention. 


Nile and Soudan both we rule, 
Froggie in Fashoda school 
Learnt his lesson—he’s no fool, 
Though a trifle mad— 
Westward to the desert wide, 
He’ll annex on every side, 
And we trust in peace abide 
By the great Lake Tchad. 


Elbow room and more to spare, 
Still La Gloire, without La Guerre, 
Fallen free to Froggie’s share 
In no erratic way. 
Much it is to make amends, 
Keep our nearest neighbours friends, 
France and Britain gain their ends 
By diplomatic play. 


—— minratonesiniaeas | 





Amateur Spring Gardening. 


THE time of year has now come round 
When Jones views with much pride 
His little plot of garden ground, 
With shells on ev’ry side. 
He digs, and hoes, and rakes with glee, 
Then plants his precious seeds; | 
And in some weeks—say two or three— 
He finds a crop of weeds! | 
| 


“The seeds were bad!” Jones does 
declare, 

And purchases some more, 

And puts them in with greater care 
Than those he bought before. 

In course of time, to his delight, 
Some little sprigs appear ; 

He shows his friends the pleasing sight, 
And swells with pride and beer ! 
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«When I saw you coming I thought you were Miss Ponsonby.” 


‘‘ Which, the aunt or the niece?” ~} 
“Oh, of course, couldn’t compare you to so old—I mean the aunt is——, 


“Oh, you flatterer, and the neice is only just seventeen.” 


(He meant the aunt, but courage failed him.) 














The “New ” Romancist’s Bete Noire. 


‘ 
(A French biographer, who also translates his notes into English, 
describes M. Parodi as ‘‘ a writer decayed by no mountebankness.”— 
Morning Leader. } 


Sr1ux let me paint the damsel, passion-burning, 
Whose loved one (callous to her calid yearning) 
Her furnishes with sorry jests concerning 

His languid, listless lankness ! 


Still let the heroines of my lucubrations 

Be prone to prompt pedantic conversations 

On soul-with-soul and sex-with-sex relations, 
With bold, unblushing frankness ! 


Still let my talents be devoted spesh’ly 

To hashing o’er again—and dishing freshly— 

Old doctrines of the school reviled as “ fleshly,”’ 
With all their winsome rankness! . « « 


Yet let me still of one dread doom endeavour 
Sheer clear to steer! Ye dear, dear saints of clever 
‘* New ” novelscript, forbid that I be ever 


intebvanknes 





| 


Preaching Kruger. 


(‘President Kruger was present at the S.A. Baptist Congress 
yesterday, and preached a long sermon, in the course of which he 
emphasised the importance and necessity of universal 
trusted that the day was not long distant when this would be 


attained.”—Vide Weekly Paper. | 


He preaches of peace, but it’s hard to believe 
He Ses 


n’t a lump of deceit up his sleeve ; 


We judge of his preaching by what's gone before, 
And cannot quite swallow the words of this Boer! 


The +“ 
A sword by his side, and a rifle in hand ; 


He’d strike and he'd shoot, but he’s wily and knows 


He'd find an “ ill-wind” if we e’er came to blows! 














Konun Drum! 


, and 


that he preaches we quite understand— 


Semmens | 


Wuex doth man’s laughter cause disaster? Giveitup? Well, 
whan they put the two words together and make—manslaughter ! 


(Flight of utterer to prevent same.) 
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CAMBERWELL VESTRY HOLIDAY-MAKING. 











A Little Acceptance. 


JoHN BULL :— 


REaAtxy, this is a little too stiff— 
And still higher and higher it goes— 
And it’s getting a bore 
That you still ask for more; 
Must I always, sir, pay through the 
nose ? 
Just a million or so, I can see, 
With you, eir, don’t go very far— 
For this increase is bad— 
I shall really be glad 
When we all of us know where we are. 


Hicxs-Beacu :— 


Yes, I know that my estimate’s high, 
But, of course, sir, you quite under- 
stand 
That a man who competes 
With such great naval fleets 
Will have big work for ever on hand. 
You will find that I’m doing my best 
To keep this estimate down, 
But I’m bound to confess 
They will hardly grow less 
While upon your success people frown, 


Jounxn Burr :— 
Aye, Ifknow! Still you’re going the 
pace, 
And, well, goodness knows where we 
shall end! 





My expenses are such 
That I don’t know how much 
I shall have, say, next year, to expend. 
We can’t go on for ever like this, 
Though my income may yearly in- 
crease— 
Still there may come a day 
When I shan’t care to pay, 
And shall make this extravagance 
cease, 


Hicxs-Beacu :— 


Well, of course, sir, you know what is 
best — 
Still I must say it seems, sir, to me, 
That, when all’s done and said, 
We must still keep ahead 
Of our rivals on land and on sea. 
As “insurance "’ I reckon this charge, 
sige, om Na course, you must feel it is 
r 


To have so much to pay, 
But permit me to say 
You've a commerce gigantic to guard. 


JOHN BULL :— 


Yes, that’s true—well—suppose I must 
pay— 
No penny-wise risk I must take— 
I must keep up a fleet 
That no rival can beat— 
If it takes nearly all that I: 


For my commerce is vast as you say, 
And to guard it I must hold the sea, 
Though all *‘ waste” is a vice— 
I must not grudge the price, 
That enables my trade to be free. 


Hicks-BEAcH :— 


It is well you can sign this cheque, 
That your pockets are well filled and 
deep ; 
It’s a good deal to spend, 
But you'll find in the end 
False economy never is cheap. 
With this cheque I will hold your trade 
safe, 
For your foes all your warnings must 
heed ; 
They will have to give way, 
While you’re ready to pay 
For en and the ships that you 
need. 











Naming Him. 


[‘* A young man the other day attracted 
considerable attention at the West End 
by wearing a muff in the street.”—Vide 
Press.) 


THE man who apes & woman’s ways 
Deserves a kick or cuff, 

Such foolery poor brain betrays— 
He must have been a muff ! 
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Map oF THE BRITISH EMPIRE 
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ee “, LITTLE ACCEPTANCE.” 
—* SAY, BEACH ! THIS ESTIMATE Is L 


VVE LOTS MORE WORK TO DO THIS YEAR! 
(For Cartoon Verses, see page 116) 


ARGER THAN LAST £ EAR’S “BY 


| GENERAL MERCHANT JOHN BULL. 
SOME THREE MILLIONS.” eee 
HEAD BOOKKEEPER HICKS-BEACH 











“CAN'T HELP IT, SIR ! 
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“The Elopement of Susan Smiley.” 


CHAPTER VIL—“ VIRTUE TRIUMPHANT.” 


“*T’vz got the old gal inside,”’ chuckled Mr. Clarence, as he drove 
slowly along towards St. Albans, “ and also two hours’ start of my 
esteemed future uncle, and if I can’t make the old juggins see the 
error of her ways, my name’s not Clarence, thats all; besides that 











“T’'ve cor THe Onn Gal ixsipE.” 


I’m in a fair way to make history for myself, as being the first man 
— ever ran away with hisaunt. I'd give anything for a peep at 
er.” 

Prudence, however, forbade Miss Smiley’s nephew to indulge his 
curiosity to that extent. 

** Anyhow,” he muttered to himself, “ I'll give her something to 
make her shy of cab-riding for many a day to come.” 

Miss Smiley had entered the cab in a very unenviable frame of 
mind. Rage, boiling rage, filled her—body and soul—and it was well 
for Mr. Clarence that he was on the box of the cab, instead of 
having a place of honour inside, for her fury was being vented on 
his devoted head. 

But the taming process was close at hand. Clarence drew up 
the vehicle almost to a standstill, and then started it again with a 
sudden jump—sending poor Miss Smiley back on her seat with an 
awful thump—following it up by driving furiously zig-zag along 
the road. 

“ Mercy on me!” screamed Miss Smiley. “ Is Ruggles inebriated, 
or has the horse got the spavins again? Ruggles!’ she shouted 
through the window. 

“Dear Mister Ruggles.”’ 

“ It's all right, auntie dear,” came the unexpected reply from the 
driver. ‘ Yousit still and tuck in your tuppenny, I daresay it will 
be sometime before we really turn over.” 

“Clarence,” gasped Miss Smiley, ‘how dare you! Take me 
back at once.” 

“Can't, auntie. The *s bolted.” 

“Then, for goodness sake, unbolt it, Clarence, and let me get 
out.” 

“ You don't understand, auntie,” said Clarence, laughing. “ The 
horse has taken fright. You are being run away with this time in 
deadly earnest." 

**Oh, why did I leave Bloomsbury?" sobbed Miss Smiley. 

“Shall I take you back there, aunt? It would be better than 
going about in runaway cabs.” 

“Yes, please, Clarence, and then we can send for dearest 
Thomas.” 

“ Hang dearest Thomas!” answered Clarence savagely. ‘ Look 
here, aunt, my arm, a nephew's arm, will save you if it can, but 
not, no, not for dearest Thomas."’ 

“ Who for then, Clarence ? ” 

“For mysell 





“Don’t be absurd, Clarence. You couldn’t marry me, it’s against 
the law.” 

“The saints be praised!” ejaculated Clarence. ‘But if I save 
you, you must give dearest—ugh—Thomas the sack.”’ 

** Would you rob your aunt of her happiness ? ” 

“ Would you rob your nephew of his oof?” 

‘“* But I’ve no oof, as you call it, for you, Clarence.” 

“ What?’ screamed Clarence, stopping the cab in sheer 
astonishment. 

“No; my money dies with me. I bought an annuity with it two 
years ago.” 

“Why, you jolly old swiadler,” said Clarence angrily, “‘here have 
I been going about the country bribing people with my own money 
in order to save you, and this is what I get for it. You old 
catamaran !”’ 

** Clarence! ”’ 

**But I'll be revenged, bitterly revenged, you—you—shall marry 
Meggles.”’ 

‘ ‘It’s what I intend to do,” said Miss Smiley, roused at last; 
‘and unless you instantly drive me into St. Albans, I shall give 
you in charge to the next constable I meet.” 

‘“‘In charge? What for?” 

“For abduction, and driving a cab without a licence, to the 
danger of people in the road.”’ 

‘* By jove! Theold gal has got a sting in her,” muttered Clarence 
slowly gathering up the reins. 

‘* Will you give me back the money I’ve paid to-day?” he asked. 

** No, certainly not. You shall take me into St. Albans for 
nothing, and another thing, you shall wait there till Mr. Meggles 
arrives, and give me away at the wedding.”’ 

‘I will give you away with a vengeance,’’ muttered Clarence, as 
he slowly drove on. ‘I'll tell old Meggles the story about the 
annuity.” 


? 


In the meantime, Mr. Thomas Meggles was pacing the floor of 
the tap-room of the road-side inn, with Coppen mounting guard at 
the door. 
te ‘* Beg pardon, sir,” said the constable, ‘‘ but would you mind 
a-setting down fora bit. You make one feel quite giddy.” 

“If you don’t like it, my man, you can guard the door from 
outside,” said Meggles, scornfully. 

“And let you get out of the winder? Not much. You don’t 
know Coppen. And a raging loonatic, too.” 

“Confound you, sir! You are the bigger lunatic of the two. 
And, to convince you of that, I’m going to offer you a sum of money 




















HOLDING HIS HAND IN A SUSPICIOUS MANNER. 


to arrest and bring to justice the young whelp who put this 
indignity upon me.” 

“ How much—er—er—I mean—couldn’t do it, guv'nor,” said 
Coppen, turning |! ick and holding his hand ir piciot 
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« Oh, I understand,” answered Mr. Meggles, smiling and slipping 
two coins into the upturned palm. “I give you this not as an 
officer of justice, but as a man. That, I believe, is the usual 
formula in such matters. Is it sufficient?” 

“ And you wants me to arrest the young gent?”’ said Coppen, 
ignoring the question. ‘‘ Where be I to find him?” 

“Lord sakes, man, how on earth do I know?” said Mr. Meggles. 
“Turn your pockets out, perhaps you’ll find him there, or some- 
thing that once belonged to him,” he added meaningly. “Am I 

9 9? 

“ Free as hair, sir,”’ said Coppen sententiously. 

«Then we will seek this youthful destroyer of domestic bliss in 
St. Albans, if we have to get there in a market cart.” 

And in a market cart they went, to the edification of Ruggles, 
who watched them rather mournfully from behind a stable door. 

‘IT don’t know as ’ow,”’ he muttered jingling some coins in his 
pocket, ‘‘as ’ow I treated the old parties quite joneck.” 


(To be continued.) 
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Waftings from the Wings. 
Mr. Martin HARVEY is to be congratulated upon his successful 
plodding in The Only Way, which has met with the full apprecia- 
tion of the playgoing public. The latter are filling the Prince of 
Wales’ Theatre, to which Mr. Martin Harvey has repaired, most 
enthusiastically. Thisclever actor has announced his intention of 
giving a performance for the benefit of the bereaved friends of the 
sailors lost with the ill-fated Stella, which was wrecked on the 
Casquets. 


Mr. Charles Wyndham commenced the season at the Criterion 
with The Tyranny of Tears, a» comedy by Haddon Chambers, 
Miss Mary Moore, Miss Maude Millett, Mr. Fred Kerr, and Mr, 
Alfred Bishop collaborated. 


Sir Henry Irving will produce Robespierre on Saturday, the 
15th inst., at the Lyceum, which now appears under the egis of 
Mr. Comyns Carr, the managing director of the company recently 
formed to acquire this theatre so intimately allied with Sir 
Henry’s and Miss Ellen Terry’s histrionic triumphs. We are 
informed there was great demand for the ,shares, and many 
applicants were disappointed. 


The Palace Theatre is going very strong. Several new turns and 
variety artistes appeared for the Easter week, and are continuing to 
amuse large audiences with their drollery, singing, and antics. The 
coin manipulator, Nelson Downes, is exceedingly skilful. The ever- 
attractive American biograph rolls off the University boat race in 
its marvellous integrity. The veteran manager, Charles Morton, 
will, we hope, continue his successful catering for the public taste 
ad multos annos. 


Easter Monday saw almost an entirely new programme at the 
Alhambra. The management at this most beautiful house of enter- 
tainment had secured Mdlle. Vanoni for a limited number of 
performances in her popular repertoire. Her reappearance gave 
great pl:«sure to a packed house. The Kaufmann Troupe of Acro- 
batic Bicyclists prove a very novel and interesting item, also Mr. 
Kook, the blindfolded marksman, who has mystified the experts of 
all the Continental cities with his marvellous shooting. Among 
other items are Griffin and Dubois, Sorelle Denis, Fred Russell, 
and the ever-popular ballet, The Hed Shoes. The management 
announce the withdrawal of Jack Ashore, which is to make room 
- = new up-to-date ballet, Boulogne, to be produced on the 

th inst. 


” This year’s Exhibition of Art will open early in May, at Knights- 
bridge, and promises to be an even more interesting and important 
show than the inaugural one last year. The council have recently 
elected George Breitner, the brilliant German landscape painter ; 
Daniel Vierge, the Spanish master of illustration ; Gari Melchers 
and W. H. Chase, the leading resident American painters; and 
Carolus Duran, as honorary members; and George Henry, 
Drury, and H. Wilson, members of the Executive Council. 


Warer-Cotour Drawines or Ecypr.—Mr. R. Murdock Wright 
will hold an Exhibition of Water-Colour Drawings of Egypt, at the 
Modern Gallery, 175, Bond Street. The exhibition will be open to 
the public from the 12th instant to 6th proximo. 


The ninth year of issue of “ America Abroad” ispublished. It is 
edited by Mr. J. W. Cundall, who, according to the compilation, is 
extremely assiduous in the interest of the American tourist, who is 
instructed ‘‘ How to travel,” “‘ Where to stay,” ‘“‘ What to see,” and 
“ Where to buy.” We can confidently recommend this manual to 
the American’s attention. 
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British Heroism. 


Near Alderney, the Casquets Lighthouse stands, 
Upon a dread well-known dangerous reef, 

It was there Stella, Channel steamer, struck 
And sank keel upwards, in some minutes brief. 


At least two hundred souls on her embark’d, 

The fog was dense, the captain thought 'twould lift, 
She struck the rocks, ere bearings he could take, 

The eastern current’s rush is strong and swift. 


The order rang, ‘‘ The women ; children save! " 
Then came the heroes’ steady fight with fate ; 
No rush, the captain's courage rose supreme, 
Six boats were quickly lower’d, ere yet too late. 


The men gave up their lifebelts now to quickly help 
The women. Great their sense of human duty! 
The list of missing shows the gallant band 
That saved the weak, the fair, and buds of beauty. 


Thus nobly many met with certain death. 
All men were staunch, devoted, gallant, brave— 
A truly British grand heroic roll ; 
Others they saved, themselves they could not save ! 


Jane H, OaKuey. 
Wilbury Lawn, Hove (late West Brighton). 








Heroes at Home. 
AN ENCOMIASTIC EXTRAVAGANZA. 


[The House of Commons has lately gained the evil reputation of 
being quite a happy hunting-ground for the demon of Influenza.}] 


Aut hail to Her Majesty’s servants 
Who, taking their lives in their hands, 
Make a mock at fatigue over league upon league 
Of the sweltering Soudanese sands— 
Who the stroke of the treacherous Dervish 
And the stroke of the blistering sun 
Can alike set at naught, till at last they are caught, 
Or by this or by that—and undone ! 


All hailto Her Majesty’s servants 
Who (knowing what horrors may rob 

Them of life in their prime) in our Indian clime 
Make the best of a “ jolly bad job.” 

Who— prepared, with a Stoic complacence, 
To be living or dead the next hour— 

Can their jests lightly crack at the awful Black Jack, 
Till they bravely succumb to its power! 


All hail to Her Majesty’s servants 
Wherever, by land or by wave, 
Painful progress they make (for Britannia’s sake) 
On the border and brink of the grave ! 
But, lo, on the list of such heroes 
Certain patriots now must be placed, 
Whom we've not yet enrolled on the scroll of the bold, 
Who have death-terrors fearlessly faced ! 


All hail to Her Majesty’s servants 
Whose duties in Parliament lie, 
And who cleave, at all costs, to their perilous posts, 
And for “‘ Chilterns "’ disdain to apply. 
For the man who can stick to St. 8 "s 
(Well knowin the “ Flue ”-Fiend is there 
Frisking round, free and lithe, with a sword and a scythe) 
Should the wreath of a demigod wear! ! 


—- 


Lady Harberton’s Bifurcations. 


rs. Sprague, the landlady of the Hautboy Hotel, at Ockham, 
PA a indicted for 


A not supplying refreshment to Lad 
who was attired in “ rational costume,” was acquitted, by the jury. 
So “ Bloomers ’’ have no law.) 


Viscountess Hanserton ! How shocking! 
At Beauty's attire er were mocking ! 
When next into a Pub. you go, 

Adjust your dress, please—Comme il faut. 











OME fears Fz) 


2° ena de 








SBD RM Aas Pec hi 
wean» Paee co 


a NE ER I ELA aay IR me te gs a 
- by 


oeeeelinendinattenmentiinadin died chanea- aiteananeneiie ie x ee ee eed a 
Cee nett ae ee anpadinetnaia otal . : a Si te ce Ms 
- ne adn gra = ae ac: x ga yer? 
nr ln ete: . a o-oo = — . ~ - . ~vhetinn 


oF ERR SPA oS 





gt oe 


” Ae to 


on , eee 
- lige = eae 
> edhaitnteseuns 


nin 


= Sieeicka can oki eeiati tee 


ee ee ae oe 

















































































APRIL 11, 1899, | 





; 





“On Tings in General.” | 


By Mr. ‘ F'un’s’’ WASHERWOMAN, 











Ir anyone deserves a ‘ollerday, Sir 
Claude Macdonald do, an’ ’e’s on the 
way to England now to take it, an’, I 
‘opes, enjoy it. ’E’s ’ad a very tryin’ 
time of it in China, but ’as allus proved 
hisself ‘‘ekal to the occasion;”’ ’e is, so : 
to say, part of the China Service, an’, I 
may add, unbreakable—a jolly sight too 
tough for any furrin diplomatist (1 


copied this word: it looks likearelashut 





ied haksehiaesas. 

















£ dipsomaniac) to * knock bits of.”’ 
I notis in a paper an artikel on 
‘Figaro and Dreyfus,” an’ jist under- 


neath an artikel on ‘Alcoholism in 
France.’’ I shoud think that the latter 
accounts for the former, for that Dreyfus 
affair seems so “‘ muddley”’ I can’t think 
that those who are mixed up in it can b 
in their sober minds. ‘I’m hanged if I 
can make head or tail of it,’’ as the man 
sed of the middle part of an eel. 

Wireless telegrafy seems a _ fate 
accomplished, as the French ses. It isa 
wonderful invenshun, but I ’ave given 
over wonderin’ at anythink nowadays; I 
’xpect we shall soon fly,an’thyn more | 
people than ever will ‘‘ shoot the moon.”’ 
By-the-bye, if this wireless telegrafy 
is successful in fog-signalling, it will be 
one of the greatest boons that ever was; 
this makes me think of the Stella, an’ l 
can’t a-bear to; the heroism displayed is 
the one drop of sweetness in the bitter 
cup of misery. 

My boy Sam ses he knew Roberts 
woud win the billiard championship. 
Sam calls ’im ‘ Bobs’”’ now, because 'e 
won a few on the event. Dawson de- 
serves praise for ’is plucky fight; p’r’aps 
’e might “turn the tables ”’ (or table) on 
‘is opponent some day. I don’t under- 
stand the game myself, but [ know 
there’s a lot of “‘ pocketing’ konnected 
with it; personally, I should like to 
pocket the stakes. 

That's a tough question, wether 
strikers ought to receive poor-relief. If 
& man can get work, and yet won't 













































































A . Pega | 

' Sal.—'* Wot a’ hink COMPETENT CRITIC. work, it don’t seem quite right that ’e | 
4 Maw dere apd tht _ . should ’ave bread put in ’is mouth. As 
, : i Te egnt! barrin’ the quinine helement. a rule, I don’t ’old with strikes; they 
9 Sa ‘ "s "} ir WO a ‘ ° . , +? : . mie ¥ 

a ' Aer : Dor 4 és ; Te eT ‘‘ strikes ’ome”’ too much,in the shape | 
h arvy nt show yer bloomin’ igerance, ther ‘orse I means, ther ‘orse. So ‘alp of semi-starvation for the wives an’ 


me, it’s come out of er circus.” children 
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if CITY OF LONDON 


} DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES | 


| OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. | 

















1} 

| - - SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. | 
i - ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather 
; For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use ) | 
| ‘ » TAN GLOSS, or | 

| ” . BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles. in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S good 1 be sur et { 


» SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.cC. 












